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are a score or more of people, he thought, who by
virtue of their position are accustomed to the
intimate society of princes, politicians, financiers,
wits, beauties, and other makers of history, yet are
apparently content with desultory chatter and
make-believe occupation throughout the long
hours of an idle day. Nor could he pretend to him-
self that on other days they diverted themselves
differently, or that their week-end provided a
deserved relaxation from a fuller and more ardent
life. All their days were the same; had been the
same for an eternity of years; not only for them-
selves, thought Anquetil, but for a long dwindling
procession of their ancestors, By God, thought
Anquetil, waking up to a truth that hitherto had
not occurred to him, Society has always existed.
Strange hocus-pocus, that juggles certain figures
into prominence, so that their aspect is familiar
to the wife of the bank-clerk, and their doings
a source of envy to the daughter of the chemist
in South Kensington 1 With what glamour this
scheme is invested, insolent imposture 1 and upon
what does it base its pretensions? for Anquetil,
for the life of him, could not see that these people
were in any way remarkable, nor that their con-
versation was in any way worthy of exciting the
interest of an eager man. He listened carefully,
tabulating their topics* They were more interested,
he observed, in facts than in ideas* A large propor-
tion of their conversation seemed to consist in
asking one another what they had thought of
such-and-such an entertainment, and whether they